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independence for Poland, and because it shovs at this
early date something of the indignation and deep con-
tempt which he felt for the conservatives of the upper
and middle classes who later were to suffer from his
bitter words. He did not hesitate to brand them as
cowards and vermin, who did nothing themselves for
Poland, but slandered the revolutionaries and called
them robbers and bandits. He knew that some of them
denounced him with mad hatred as an adventurer tak-
ing too great risks, a "damager" of the nation, who in
his fight with Russia exposed them all to new persecu-
tions and sorrowful experiences.
Here is the letter:
To the man who will write my death notice—You prom-
ised to write a beautiful death notice when the devil takes
me, and now that I'm going on this raid and perhaps not
coming: back, I send you this request as to my necrolo-
gist. Of course I don't want to dictate to you the estimate
of my work and life—certainly not! I only beg you not to
make of me "a good officer" or "a dreamer and sentimentalist"
—that is, a man of self-sacrifice, stretched upon the cross for
the sake of humanity, or something of that sort. I was that
to some extent in the days of my youth, exalted and sad.
Not now. It has passed, never to return.
That dreaming and crucifixion got on my nerves when I
watched it in our intelligentsia—how weak it is and how
helpless! I am fighting and may die, only because I cannot
live such a life. It is dishonoring—do you hear? It dis-
honors me as a man of dignity and not a slave. Let others
amuse themselves with growing flowers, or Socialism, or
Polonism (a word impossible to translate, a summing up of
all the elements of Polish culture), or anything else they like
in that insipid, inane atmosphere. I can't do it! This is
not sentimentality, not dreaming, not the claptrap of social
evolution, or anything of that sort. It is simply being a
man. I want to conquer. Without a fight and a sharp strug-
gle I am not even a babhler, but merely an animal sub-
mitting to whip and stick. You understand me, I hope. It
is not despair, it is not sacrifice that guides me, but a de-
sire to win and to prepare for victory.
My last idea, which T haven't developed anywhere yet,
is the necessity arising in our circumstances of creating in
every party, and above all the Socialists, the functioning of
physical strength; it sounds unbearable to the ears of our
"Humanitarians"—hysterical girls who can't endure to hear
scratching on glass, but let you spit in their faces—the
functioning of brutal strength. I wanted to work out this
idea during the last year and promised myself that I would
achieve my aim or perish. I have already achieved a good

